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she had done when he first came. It was odd how un-
comfortable he could make her feel. After all, she had
worked for unpleasant men before to-day. But this was
rather different.
Messrs. Twigg and Dersingham were now busy
making what Mr. Dersingham, who was beginning to
wear a look of great self-importance, called a "big drive."
He and Mr. Golspie and the two travellers were visiting
as many firms as they could, showing the new stuff that
Mr. Golspie had introduced and piling up the orders.
Apparently, it was important that as many orders as
possible should be obtained during this little period,
for some reason that was not made plain to the office
staff, and perhaps was not plain to anybody but Mr,
Golspie. It meant a great deal of work for everybody.
Miss Matfield was kept at her machine nearly all day
making out lists, invoices, and advices. It was not
difficult work, but it was rather close work and very
dreary, and it left her fagged and feeling quite unfit to
plan some amusement for herself. There were plenty
of mildly amusing things that could be done with a
little planning, but she was too tired to bother, like so
many of the girls at the Club. Going anywhere, even
if it was only attending a concert or doing a theatre,
always meant so much fuss and arranging that she let
it all slide, not excepting the week-end. If somebody
had come along with a, cut and dried plan for doing
something entertaining, that would have been quite
different, indeed heavenly; but nobody did. She spent
a good deal of her time at the Club listening to Evelyn
Ansdell, who was in the thick of her preparations for
the Empire tour with the Major and talked at great
length about every single thing she had to buy, Evelyn

